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"HANNIBAL CROSSED THE ALPS/' Thus briefly does
Livy tell us of one of the greatest achievements in
history. Every person who now crosses the Alps by
modern means of transport must realise that the
Carthaginians can have had no picnicking on their trip;
even if on one's own voyage there may be trivial yet
amusing incidents, none of them can detract one whit
from the wonderful majesty of these mighty mountains.

As I forecast might happen, there was a hitch on our
journey. Very heavy snow had fallen overnight on either
side of the Arlberg Pass, leading from Sxviteerland to
Austria: luckily it was not a case for St. Bernards and
monks searching all night for us with lanterns and
liqueurs,

My companion on the trip, who should not be re-
cognisable if I call him $., is one of those fortunate
people able to devote their entire incomes to themselves.
His two present passions in life are music and a new Rolls-
Royce, in which we sped from Paris to Bale in exactly the
same tunning time as is taken by the Arlberg-Oriectt
express*

After spending the night in the Baur-au-Lac Hotel at
Ziirich, we passed by Wallen-See, a grand yet gloomy
sheet of water, S. at once started to discourse upon the
life of Liszt, who had parked himself with the Comtesse
d' Agoult at the end of the lake, and had written many of
his compositions there. The sight of the composer and